CHAPTER  XIV
NURSE   THOMPSON   had  arrived.   Cool,
competent, a little too bright. She considered
brightness reassuring,
"I am hopelessly old-fashioned/1 Lisa said to
Sarah. "I would have liked a gamp who said, 'Now,
dearie', and breathed heavily/'
Nurse Thompson commented on the pictures and
admired the flowers.
"You will see/' Lisa said to Sarah, "that the
servants are civil That they don't look as if she
ought to be carrying the trays/'
"I can't control their expressions/' Sarah, who
hadn't slept for two nights, was at the end of her
tether,
"Of course not," Lisa smiled at her, "Don't be
cross, darling/'
Lisa was bathed in serenity. At last, she thought,
everything is over.
Nurse Thompson belonged to what Sarah called
"The Fra Angelico" School of Nurses-every day a
halo*